I HEAR THE CRIES OF EVENING

Will never penetrate your brain
With overtones like the blunt rain.

The light would show (if it could harden)
Eternities of kitchen garden.

Cockscomb flowers that none will pluck,
And wooden flowers that 'gin to cluck.

In the kitchen you must light
Flames as staring, red and white,

As carrots or as turnips, shining

Where the cold dawn light lies whining.           10

Cockscomb hair on the cold wind

Hangs limp, turns the milk's weak mind....

Jane, Jane,

Tall as a crane,

The morning light creaks down again !
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I HEAR THE CRIES OF EVENING

I HEAR the cries of evening, while the paw

Of dark creeps up the turf;

Sheep's bleating, swaying gulls' cry, the rooks* " Caw,"

The hammering surf.

I am inconstant, yet this constancy                         20

Of natural rest twangs at my heart;
Town-bred, I feel the roots of each earth-cry
Tear me apart.

These are the creakings of the dusty day
When the dog Night bites sharp,
These fingers grip my soul and tear away
And pluck me like a harp.
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